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diagrams and here and there pictures seem to have got them-
selves In when I wasn't looking. But It Is a multiplex affair here.
Here In England I mean - not in this letter. An imbrolio. It Isn't
a straight story. You take Part numbered Two and then Three
and so on in the order of the numbers, and I think at the end
you'll get the hang of what I'm thinking ail right. Forgive some
of the spelling, and all the heavy lumpish way of putting things.
If I do much of this sort of thing I shall have to take lessons from
Sernpack and Bertrand Russell, how to be clear if complex. As
you said, we've got to know each other - even If It hurts. So I've
done my best. I don't think I've struck any attitudes.
4 If you despise me over this stuff- well, it had to be. Better than
not knowing each other. Better than that. Truly. Dear Cynthia,
rny Friend. All you said to me about being truly near, mind more
than body, went to my heart. Both.3
That was the substance of Part One. Followed a sort of Index
and a few remarks about each part, that were simply preparatory
matter. Rather businesslike preparatory matter. He must have
written that Index after all the rest was done.
She held Part One in her hand and thought for some moments.
Queer! This wasn't her Philip; the Philip she had known for a
wonderful year. But It was not inharmonious with her Philip. It
was an extension of him, the wider Philip. It was at once a little
strange and more intimate. It was very honest; that was the first
thing about it. And It had a quality of strength. It was extra-
ordinary that a man who had been as close to her as he had been,
with such warmth and laughter and delight, should still betray so
plainly a maidenly bashfulness over the nakedness of his prose and
the poverty of his spelling. Bodies one can strip in half a minute.
Now - and he knew it - he was revealing his mind.
And then the drawing. She had never suspected him of skill,
but there was skill in the way he got what he wanted to express
over to her. The figure of himself, a little oafish and anxious. And
herself. He didn't spare her littleness. And yet plainly he couldn't
draw - as she judged drawing. There were several other drawings.
She glanced at Part Three. But these looked more like the
figures one scribbles on blotting-paper. Perhaps it would be
plainer when she came to them in order.
She took up Part Two which was entitled:
c General Observations on the General Strike.
eFirstlyJ[ am disposed to call this General Strike the Silliest